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next week we must see that they have good food when they return from the grave. These Ton-gans are poor people, exiles who fled from Tonga to avoid the harsh government of Mr, -----, who, I regret to say, is a missionary.
December 16.
ANOTHER Sunday without  my child; his x\    leaving us was so swift and sudden, that I seem only now to begin to realise that I shall see him on earth no more. . . . Yesterday we had another sad scene to go through, the paying-off of the outside boys ; their last work had been to make a better road to the top of the mountain,  and   it  was  finished  yesterday.     In  the afternoon we all assembled in the hall, the first time that it had been used since the funeral; and Lloyd made a speech, explaining how sorry we were that we could not keep them any longer now that Tusitala had  left  us,   and  thanking them for all their loving services.    One of them replied, saying how happy they had been here, that they had always been made to feel themselves like members of the family, had been well fed and taken care of when they were sick, and that they were very sorry to go away and leave us. Then they sang a couple of songs of farewell to Tusitala that two of them had composed, and we drank kava together and shook hands with them all.   Some of them kissed our hands, as they said, To fa, sotfua, ' Farewell, may you live.5 . . .